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and breathing, though motionless. The walls
enclosing the Pool are spectral in a winter light,
and might be no more than the almost forgotten
memory of a dark past. Looking at them
intently, to give them a name, the wayfarer on
the bridge could imagine they were maintained
there only by the frail effort of his will. Once
they were, but now, in some moods, they are
merely remembered. Only the men busy on the
deck of the ship below are real. Through an
arch beneath the feet a barge shoots out noise-
lessly on the ebb, and staring down at its sudden
apparition you feel dizzily that it has the bridge
in tow, and that all you people on it are being
drawn unresisting into that lower world of shades.
You release yourself from this spell with an effort
and look at the faces of those who are beside you
at the parapet. What are their thoughts ? Do
they know ? Have they also seen the ghosts ?
Have they felt stirring a secret and forgotten
desire, old memories, tales that were told ? They
move away and go to their desks, or to their homes
in the suburbs. A vessel that has hauled into the
fairway calls for the Tower Bridge gates to be
opened for her. She is going* We watch the